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-ﬂ‘.m”&hthoy sailed away
the sea was smooth and the wind was

“’d for when came not agein,
=.-l wmim: out J.'."-L billowy m‘?ia.
All in not lost; we may sead out more

That will man gales till the storms be
And -malmlqu snd sails cefurled
win steer ioto port at last;

coming st length will surely repay
The anxious watching and weary delay.

Al is not lost when our best Inid schemes
Suddenly erumbie and turn to decay;

Whea we build our plans en the shifting sands
And the tides come in and wash them away.

I our are unwise and we see them colla
We 'nud with more prudence next um:

pechaps.

All is not lost when we bear out our dead,
Under the sod in their coffins lie,
Then sadly retum o our desolate homes
To weep snd to mourn as the days go by—
And we miss the sound of their coming fest
And liston po moie for their vooes sweet,

All ia pot loat, for to us they yet live;
We know that eartu’s fareweils, though bitter,

are brief,
In God’a good time we shall elasp them again
In » land unshadowed by care and grief,
For earthward they look, and stand and wart
To welcome s in through the hcavenly gate.

Say net then in despair that all is lost
‘bﬂ the fairest hopes of life fade away;

Think not the bright visions that dewn on us
here

Are but mocking mirages to lure us astray.
There are in the night, and & golden ray
Te light up the gloom of the darkest day

—IMrs. M. E. Offutt,
Odisus Custom of Gift-Making.

{Louiaville Courier-Journal ]

In modern times every conceivable oc-
casion is grasped by some gift-making
Holidays, birthdays, wedding anniver-
saries, promotious, election to office, de-
partures, and most everything eise must

be celebrated this way,and it is this
which has made the custom an odious

m-
A geotleman was talking on the sub-

ject a few days ago.
“Do you know,” aaid he, ‘‘that many

a man in this city has been compelled at
times to rob bis family of some needed
comfort in order to keep up with his
fellow-emploves in gilt-making? Well,
it isa fact, and to say the least of it, a
shemeful one. A dozen men are em-
mpd in a store, and some event in the
of their employer makes recognition
and remembrance on their part essential
—mnot justly so, but -;illl they must l:iol
] unish, and a present is de-
m' ul::,’ and each fellow assessed
h to make in the aggregate the sum
required to purchase it. Some of these
men have families which they find it a
hard matter, on small salarien, to provide
for. These $£2 or $3 or $5 taken from
their purses are needed at home, doubt-
lees, but etill they have to give it up to
pamper to a foolish, aye, criminal cus.
tom, or be called niggardly and maybe,
if their ‘stinginess’ becomes known to
their employer, incur his displeasure and
lose their places.”

“Do you tbink any man would be
mean enough t) discharge an employe
because he refrsed to rob his children
for such a purpose?’

“Do It Well, I should think #o. I
know of instunces ~here men have been
given to understand that they were ex-

ted to <ountribute, and, failing, would
me to look for work elsewhere. I+ is
this system of robbery which has made
ft-makiog so pernicious. The worst
eature is that it is growing steadily, un-
til now some men can scarce turn around
without exgecl.ing sume obe to give them
something.

WHAT MAKES A GOOD
WOMAN.

Beauty Neotan Unmixed Advantage -
Tests of Temper and Taect.

“Do you have many applications for
work from saleswomen ?”’ asked a reporter
of the manager of a large up-town store.

“We can get all we need at short no-
tice,” he replied. “Most of the ladies
like to hail from a large concern like ours.
But it is not easy to fiud many who are
fully up to our standard.”

“What is the standard?”

“The question is not easy to answer.
We expect a lady to,be quiet, yet confi-
dent; alert and wide awake, yet polite
snd agreeable; easy and frank, yet pos-
sessing & touch of firmness, and not so
outspoken as to injure trade. In fact, a
good saleslady is rather a complex arti-
cle under a simple exterior. Putience
and cooluess are among the besi points
the; can ss. | sometimes feel oblig-
ed in a doubtful case, to test an appli
cant upon this point of equanimity by
trying the effect of some little aggravat-
ing remark. If she remains cool and
pleasant, her chaoces are good; if she
colors and bites her lips, I am ferced to
regard her as inexperienced, and put her
in »ome simple department—hesiery, for
example. One of the instincts that an
inexperienced girl has to contend with
is the tendency to stiffen up if a custom-
er becomes a little disagreeable. But [
could pick out a good saleslady much
more easily than [ can describe her.”

“Is beauty & desirable point?”

“On the whole 1 think its importance
is overrated. I should prefer, from a bus-
iness point of view, what is called an at-
tractive girl, who is graceful and has a
fair figure. Many of our best salesladies
are not remarkable for physical charms,
though all are agreeable in manner.
Some houses make a point of beauty. It
is thought to he useful at counters fre-
mnwd by gentlemen; but we have often

obliged to displace salesladies for

o mgcntlgmen in conversation, The

sy just enough to effect the

sales and dispose of the ::’usmmer when
business commences 1o nerste in

e iaaibaiinte hasd W :

uties are hard to take care of; we

often have to ‘call’ then& that is, send

them on & message to a distant of

the establishment as a hint. | tlfi.nr: it

possible that large sales at high

departme

nte of

SALES-

ev-

that of & plainer girl who is as attractive
in other respecta.  We do not pay  more
for beauty unless it is combined with
other high quxlities,

“In the cloak and other trying on de-
partioenis personal charms are of great
value, of course, and ecommand sbigh
wages, but even here iU is more 8 matter
-f figure and graceful movement than of
face. It is perhups advantageous to have
handsome, refined-looking girls .in the
Iace and embroidery depariments. In the
sitk and trimmine departwents we re-
guire good tuste, a faculty for vice drap-
ing and a quick eve for colors, united
with a genius for matching fabries. We
my well in these departments, and in se-

eling ladies for them goed looks have
only a secondury place, Some of the
ladies, as you will notice, are quite plain,
but aJl are nice looking.

“Women perfectly suitable for the
trimmed-hat department are certainly

born, not made. | assure vou that few of
the fine arts are more difficult than that
of selling ladies’ hats, The hats, with
their velvets, silks, laces, flowers, feath-
ers, and passsementeries, are very com-
plex articles. To beable to chouse the
particular one from stock that is most
suitable and becoming to a customer’s
features, complexion, age, and style re-
quires natural gifts of a high order.

Ladies are nlways studying dress more
or less, but the number who can trim a
hat tastefully, and who know what is |
most becoming 1o them, is small. They
feel this, and aithough they are often
very opinionated in other matters of
dress, they are quite apt to depend much
upon any salesisudy in this department
whom they believe to be really compe-
tent. Hence the veed of the best talent
here, and, as the best talent is always in
demand, the prices for it are high.”

“Why do they object to being called
gales-women 7’

“I dow’t know.”

Marriage,

Men and women, says Theodore Pax
er, and especially young people, do nos
kpow that it takes years to marry com-
pletely two hearts, even of the moss low
ing and well sorted. But nature allown
po sudden change. We slope very gradu
ally from the cradel to the summit ol
life. Marriage isgradual, a fraction of
us at & time.

A happy wedlock is a long falling i
love. I know young persons think love
belongs only to brown hair and plump,
round crimson cheeks. So it does for ite
beginning, just as Meunt Washington
begins at Boston Bay. But the golden
marriage is a part of love which the bri
dal day knows nothing of.

Youth is the tassel and silken flower
of love, age is the full corn, ripe and sol-
id in the ear. Beautiful is the morning
of love with its prophetic crimson, violet,
purple and gold, with its hopes of days
that are 1o come, Beautiful also is the
evening of love, with its glad remem-
brances, and its rainbow side turned to
ward heaven as well as earth.

Young people marry their opposites in
temper and general character, and such
1 marriage is generally a good one. They
do it instinctively. The young man
doea not say, ‘“My black eyes require to |
be wed to blue, and my overvehemence

uires to be a little modified with some- |
what of lullness and reserve.” When
those opposites come together to be wed,
they do not know it, but each thinks the |
other just like himself. |

Old’ people never marry their opposites, |
they marry their similarsand from calcu- |
lation. Each of these two arrangements |
is very proper.

In their loog journey |
these opposites will fall out of the way a |
great many times, and both will charm |
the other back again, and by and by they |
will agree as to the place they will go to,
and.the read they will go by and become |
reconciled. The man will be nobler and |
larger for bei“% associated with so much |
humanity unlike himself, and she will be |
a nobler woman for fiving manhood be- |
pide her, that seeks to correct her defi- |
ciencies and supply hes with what she |
lacks,if the diversity is not too great, and
there be real pity and love in their hearts
to begin with.

The old bridegroom, having a much
shorter journey to make, must associate
himself with one like himself. A perfect
and complete marriage is, perhaps, as |
perfect personal beauty. Men and wo |
men are married fractionally—now a |
small fraction, and then a large [raction. |

Very few are marrnied totally, and they
only, I think, after some forty or fifty
years of graduwal approach and excite
ment. Such a large and sweet fruit is a
complete marriage that it needsa winter
to mellow and season. But a real hap
py marriage of love and judgment be
tween a man and woman is one of the |
things so very handsome that if the sun |
were, as the Greek poets fabled, a God,
be might stop the world in order to feast
his eyes with such a spectacle.

The Sun and Vegetable LiTe,

From an acorn weighing only a few
grains a tree will grow, for & hundred
years or more, not only throwing ol l
many pounds of leaves every year, but
itself weighing several tons. If an orange l
twig is put in a large box of earth, and
that earth weighed, when the twig be-
comes & tree, bearing luscious fruit, there
will be very nearly the same quantity of
earth.

From ecareful experiments made by
different scientific men, it is an ascer-

' York econtain what

tained fact that a very large part of the
wth of a tree is derived from the sun,
rom the air, and from the water, and a
very little from the earth; and notably
all vegeiation becomes sickly unless it is
freely exposed to the sunshine. Wood
and coal are but condensed sunshine,
which contains three important elements,
all equally essential to both vegetable
and animal life—magnesia is important
to any of the tissues
Thus it is that the more persons are
out of doors the more healthy they are,
and the longer they live. Every human
ought to have an hour or two of
su at noon in the winter, and in

the early forencon in summer.

L

A QUEST FOR A HEART.
1 looked forth from my inmost self,
And searched the world throughoeut;
“My life,” Teried, “for ope true heart,
To swear by without doubt!”

| looked agnin. and looked in vain,
No heart appenied to wine;

“8eek not outside.” & voice replied,
“For hearts to answer thine.”

I looked within, and next mive awr,
Qo eloses that both seemed one,

I foonid the heart—and there 11 lies:
'T|q yonrs ny sionesl, wae o ne.

A Saa Life,

Foolish girls who, duzzled by the glare
of the fooulights, are haukering to appear
on the stage, should read and digest these
confessions of Miss Maggie Mitchell, s
successful artist, written for the North
American Review:

It would be bold for me to pretend to
desery the chances of success for the se
tress of the future. It is a lottery this
profession of ours, in which even th
prizes are, after all not very considerable,

My own days, spent most of them far
from my children and the comforts <ud
delights of my home, are full of exhaust-
ing labor.

Rehearsals and other business occupy
e from early morning to the hour of
performance, with brief intervals for rest
and feod and a little sleep.

In the best hotels my time is 8o invad.
ed that I can scarcely live comfortably,
much less luxuriously. At the worst,
existence becomes a torment and a bur
den.

I am the eager yet weary slave of my
prnfc'xﬂiwli. and the best it can do for mu
—who am fortunate enough to be in
cluded among its suceessful members—
1= to barely pallinte the suffering of a
forty weeks' exile from my own house
an-i'm}' family.

For those of our ecalling who have to
make this Weary round, Vear after vear,
with disappointed ambitions and deleat
ed hopes as their inseparable company, |
can feel from the bottom of my heart.

Each season makes the life harder and
drearier; each year robs it of one more
prospect, one more chance, one more op-
yortunity to try and catch the fleeting
Lubbl» in sanother field,

Why Men Don't Wear Finer Clothes,
| New York Post.)

The reformers who have been endeav-

oring for a number of years to induce
men to ciothe themselves in more pic
turesque garments have made little
beadway, evidently because they have
overlooked the economic relation between
male and female costume,

All economists know that there is only
a given amount of capital in the world
at any given time which can be used by
the two sexes at what they call the
clothes fund; and that the more of this
there is used by one sex the less there is
left for the other. In early times, when
men were stropger than women, and
made use of their strength in their own
interest, they took the greater part of
this fund and spent it upon themseives
which sceounts for the fact of the splen-
dor of male attire among =0 many primi-
tive races, and for the seclusion in which
the women were kept—much Javish
expenditure in *“shopping” being thus
prevented.

In our day, on the contrary, the
progress made by women in establishing
an independent position for themselves
is seen in their getting the lion’s share ol
the clothes fund, just as it is elsewhere.

For the last two centuries every step
in the advance of women in getting thei
vights has been marked by a correspond
ing decline in the dress of men, until
knee Lreeches, slashed doublets, jewelry,
wigs and lace have all been discarded,
while that share of the fund formerly
devoted to these goes into the dress of
women. What reformers ought to
advocate is, first of all, the resubjectio=
of woman, her relegation to hLer old
position. This, however, involves a
general uprising by men, for which they
show no evidence of being ripe,

TELLING SUPERSCRIFPTIONS,

What the Mail Agent Learns of Let-
ters That Go Through His Hands,

{Grand Rapids Democerat].

“If you want a position to study hu-
man nature without seeing the person,”
wid George W. Stanton, Jr, a mail
igent, “you can find it in the railway
postal service. The Jetters that a man
writes are nearly always characteristic of
hisdescription, and there are as many
kinds of letters as there are dispositions,
The careful, painstaking student writes
a superscription—for of course that is all
I have to deal with in letters—painfully
plain with all the requisite shading of
the Spencerian style. The clerk in abur-
ry to get off the mail combines a good

business hand with s0o much haste that
it is impossible to distinguish his Iows
from Ind. Although the letters of per-
sons not used to writing them sare ad-
iressed in a cramped, uneven hand, vet
hey are generally plain to read, and if
Jeir speﬁiug is not 'too bad their des-
tiuation is easily surmised. The square
tinted and perfumed envelopes which
swell up Monday’s mail are in a delicate
Lttle hand but always easy to read.

“Every few mails we get from New
18 known as the
“Dutch brig.” 1t's a batch of foreign
letters generally directed to the settlers
up in the north woods. That is a picnic
for us poor fellows. Some of the names
are regular jaw-breakers, but of cour-e
stations are all that bother me, but what-
ever glse is on the letter, ‘Stat Michigan,
Nord Amerika,’ is invariably somewhere
on the envelope. There are generally
five or six lines of superseriptian.

“The letters which come from the East
are evenly and plainly written, as if the
sender had leisure; but the Western let
ters, while the writing is just as good
as that uppn the Eastern letters, looks as
if the supérscription had been written
while ready to take a train. Western
people show & hurry in evervthiag about
their letters. Bothersome abbreviations
are common, as if there was no time to
write out the full name. In sorting

‘ieat commercial mwails.

mail o the car haste is imperative, and
very « fien a letter is =0 badly addressed
that all I ean do is 10 lay it uside until
I've got time 10 lie down and study, and
try o mauke something out of nothing.”

“How about the smount of mail on
different days. It varies considerably,
don’t it?"” asked the reporter.

“Oh yes, Monday is the heaviest letter
day and Wednesday generslly the light-
est. Friday and Saturday give the heav-
The Monday
morning mail is socisl eorrespondence to
a great extent and it is wonderful how it
will vary with the weather. A bright,
pleasant Sunday will make a compara-
tively light mail on Mondsy morning, as
people don’t stay at home and don’t get
time to write letters. But let the Sun
day be a rainy, disagreesble day and it
seems as if the whole populace spent the
day writing to friends.

“People write more letters in the fall
and winter than thev do in the summer
—the spring i= the lightest season. Many
more papers are circulated in winter than
in summer, as people have more time to
read. Correspondents uare tired then,
you know, |

“There is lots of fun too in the busi-
pess if it is hard work. It'srather amus-
‘g to watch the regularity which corres.

ndents often show. | don't notice it
io the mails from larger places, but up
the road where cnly a few letters come
on the train I catch on to lots of rackets
There is a fellow up north at a siding
whe always brings bis mail and puis 1t
on the train. Why I can set my watch
by that fellow. [t's only a short time
gince he commenced to send with suct
regularity and when he hands the lettes
in to me he gives a wink and a small
smile. The letter goes to a girl on  the
Central and the regularity wich which
the replies come back is a fair omen, |
ghould think, although not much eof a
judge myself, that something was going
to happen before long.”

A Froper Mave,
[Chicago Interior.)

When we come to marriage as an ele-
ment of happiness, we arrive at what
some consider as the proper object of
life’s journey.

In looking at the window of a jeweller,
the reader may have seen a figure of

Cupid with a bunch of wedding rings,
and as he looked, he may have =pecu-
lated on the future lot of those who
were to wear them. Were the loving
bonds they typified to be dissolved pre-
wmaturely by death, broken in & court of
law, or were they to issue in a golden
wedding, after fifty years of a happy
life? The answer is given to such an
enquiry in the following story.

A lady on the eve of her wedding day,
had a curious dream. She saw on a ta-
ble, some bunches of wedding rings.
Various persous made their selections
from these bunches. One bunch repre-
sented rings taken by those who married
from thoughtlessness, another, rings se-
lected by those who married from pride;
a third, rings chosen by those who mar-
ried for money; a fourth, rings picked
out by those who married from privei
ple and true affection. Then the figure
of Time appeared on the scene: as he
touched one bunch of rings, they were
found only to be copper. Another
bunch changed iuto curling vipers, and
it was only the rings which had been
selected from esteem and affection, that
atood the test, and pru\'c?d to be pure
gold.

At a wedding at which we were pre
ent, when the bealth of the bride and
bridegroom was [!rn{m:{\#‘il‘ and they wern
about to start on the hymeneal tour, the
voung couple were compared by a spras-
er to a shallop with gay streamers, im-
patient to be liberated from its moorings
and sail onwards on the mystical voyave
of life. “Examine earcfully,” so spoke
in effect our friend, “examine carefully
the coimpany vou are going to take with
you in vour boat. Here comes Beauty;
a place for her smiling face by all means,
A place for Love? Yes, and one of the
Gbest. Another and a good one for
Health. Make room, too, for Thrift
and Prudence. Let Caolture, also, that
lady with the stately step, be admitted
if she wish. Above all, keep a good
place for Sweet Temper, and the best in
the boat for Piety aud Principie. That
haughty dame, Self will, with the last
word in her mouth, we cannot admit, on
any consideration. We do not object to
Dame Money. Her parcel is not a large
one, and it can be added to on the voy-
age. Nor will we exclude these two
pood-vatured animals ‘Bear and For-
bear, With these companions in the
boat, and God’s blessing and his sacred
word to direct you, we do not doubt that
your voyage will be a pleasant one”
We cordially endorse our friend’s words,
and recommend them as our advice “to
those about to marry,” instead of
the well-known monosyllabic counsel
“Don’t.”

The Power of Daniel Webster's Gaze,
[Letter in New York Fost.]

“One Sunday a student from Andover

occupied the pulpit, my father not in-

tending to take any part io the exercises.

The young minister got along very
well with the opening prayer and the
Scripture lesson, but when he had read

only a verse or two of the hymn he be-
came confused, stammered, and at last
his voice failed him entirely. As he
seemed to be taken suddenly ill my
father finished the service, preaching an
extemporaneous discourse. '

On the way home in the carriage the
vouug man, who by that time had quite
revived, being pressed for an explanation
concerniog his conduct, finally confessed:
‘Well, #ir, it was merely an unaccount-
sble nervousness, Just as I was reading
the second stanza of the hymn a gentle-
man came into the church and sat down
in & broad-aisle - pew directly before me,
fixing such great staring black eyes upon
me that I was frightened out of my wits!’
Uutil he was then told he did not know
that Daniel Webster was & member of
the congregation or an inhabitant of the
town.”

THE DREAM (HILD,

Oft in the summer twilight hours
I 8it and in oy arm= | hold

A little child, whoze« eyes are bloe;
Whaose hair 1s sunay gold.

He looks up lovingly at me,
I look down loving!y on him,

And with sweel teacs of happiness,
I feel my sight grow dim.

The child is ke my life's best gift,
He has the selfsame noble fuce,

In every gesture, everv smile,
A likeness, too, | trace,

And this would make him-dearer still,
If aught so dear could dearer be,

I think as on his fragraut mouth
1 kiss him tenderly

But, ah! as fades the light, so fades
The eyes, the smile, the shining hair,
I have but dresmed; the night brings
truth—
I clasp the empty air;
And mem’ry coming back repeats;
“ Alas! to three no litile one
Says ‘mother.”” And I strive lo say:

“Dear Lord, Thy will be done!™

—[Margaret Evtinge.

OLD MRES. BRAY’S STORY.

When my son Gregory married Miss
Morrison, I gave him a piece of my mind

and told him I didn’t care if | never saw
him again. Why? Oh, well, I didn"t
like her; she wasn’t the sort of girl I'd
have chosen. I'd never seen her, but |
knew she wasn’t,—a flighty voung thing,
just out of boardingschool; couldn’t
make a shirtor a loaf of bread; and
there was Miss Fish, a very plain girl, |
must allow, but so good—a splendid

housekeeper, and all that. Talways liked
A\lmira Fish; and Gregory to go marry
Fanny Morrison! Well, as[ said, I told
him what I thought of him and of her,
:1!11] lhf_‘ h-n_\’ .*-']lu.\':‘-i ll;- s miwr, and *'ur
six months [ never saw him.

[ bore it as long as [ could, but a moth-
er must be a fool about her only boy; sa
sne day, ashe wouldu't come to me, |
went to him, as the rascal knew I wounld
[ went to his office, and I walked up to
his desk, and I was going to scold him,
but something came over me that made
me choke to keep the tears back, and be
fore I knew it we had kissed and made
friends.

“Avd now you'll go and see Fanny,”
said be, “and I'll find you there when I
come home at night;” and after a little
soaxing I said I would go;and more than
that, [went.

The house was a cunning little place, a
mile or two out of town; and [ must say
it was very neat cutside. I rang the bell;
it shone as it ought to, and before it
stopped tinkling some one opened the
door. It was a pretty young womsn in
& blue chintz wrapper, and when 1 asked
her if Mrs. Gregory Bray was at home
she answered, —

“Yes; that is my name. [I've beenex-
pecting you an age, but better Jate than
never.

“How did you know I was coming?’ 1
asked, puzzled to guess how she knew me,
for we had never met before,

“Oh, I dido't know,” said she. “In
deed, I made ap my mind you wouldn’t;
but it’s a long way out here, [ know.
Come right upstairs, Miss Joues was
here vesterday to cut and baste, but we'll
find it as much as we can do to do the
trimming between us,”

“Cool,” 1 thought. Then 1 said, “I
suppose you are having a dress made?”

“A suit,” said she; “skirt, overskirt,
basque, and dolman. [ do hope you
make nice l:ll[lulli:nit’.‘i.."

“y hope T did,” said L. i
should be ashamed of myself if I
couldn’t.”

“So many can’t,”” said she; “but I told
Miss Jones to send me an experienced
hand, and she said that there was no bet-
ter than Mrs, Switzer.”

Now I began to
r]:llll'__'hh'r‘i'l-ln\\' tonk
she expected, and if ever 4 woman
a chance, I had one now, Nota word
did Isav. Only T wondered whether
seamstresses generally came to work in
black groserain sitlk and a eashmere
shawl; and I sat down in the rocking-
chair she gave me and went to work
with a will. | can sew with any one, and
as for buttonholes—but this is not my
story.

She was a pretty girl, that daunghter-
in-law of mine and very chatty and soeia-
ble. I talked of this and 1 talked of
that, but not a word did she say of her
.nnlht't‘ in-law, l F}r'-k‘-" t-f }wrn]']!- I had
known who h:u! h;iii (QuArTe Is 1‘.iiii rela-
tions, but she did not tell me that ber hus
baud’s mother had guarreled with him.

At last I spoke right out about moth-
ers-in-law, and said | —

“As a geveral thing, mothers-in-law
and daughters in-law don’t agree.”

Said she, “That’s a very wrong state of
things.”

should

understand. My
me for a seamstress

had

“Well,” said I, “I suppose it is, but
how do you account for it?”

“l suppose young people are selfish
when they are first in love,” said she,
“and forget old people’s feelings.” '

It was an answer I didn’t expect.

“It is plain you are friendly with your
mother-ip-law,”” said L

“I'm sure I should be if I'd ever seen
her,” said she.

“Oh! then I've been misinformed,”
said I. “I was told—1I forget by whom
—that Mr. Gregory Bray was the son of
the Mrs, Bray who lives on——Street.

“That is perfectly true,” said she, “but
nevertheless we've never met.”

“How singular!” said I. “I suppose
it is old Mrs. Bray's fault. I’ve heard
she was a very queer old lady.”

“You haven't heard the truth, then)”
said my daughter<inl-aw. “My hus-
band’s mother i= a very fine woman in
every respect. But when my hushand
told ber suddenly that he was going to
marry a girl she never saw, she was
paturally startled, and she said some
things about me, knowing I was fresh
from boarding-school,and vo hovsekeeper
—that offended Gregory, and so there
has been an estrangement. 1 think my
dear husband a little to blame, and I've
urged him a dozen times to go and eee
her. He's very found of her, and thinks

no one like ber in many things; but bie

temper is up, and it will take time %
cool it. Meanwhile. I feel quite sure if
she knew me, she'd like me better. Per-
hups that is a piece of vanity, but [
should try to make her, vou know, and I
won't fall into absurd superstitions that
a woman must hate her mother in-law,
| mean to love mine some day. Ican’t
remember my own mother, and Gregory's
certainly would scem to come next to
her. Now you bave the story, Mm
Switzer,”

“I'm sare it Joes vou credit,” said [;
“and the old lady ought to be zshamed
of herself.”

I wanted to get up apd kiss my daugh-
ter-in-law there and then, but that
would have spoiled my fun. So  after
that | sewed hurd and did not say much,
and together we finished the pretty silk
dress, and bad it just finished, when the
sound of a key in the dour caught both
VCUr ears,

“That is my busband,” said my daugh-
ter-in-law; and I knew it was Gregory.
l.‘}. stairs he came, two steps at a t'ime,
npﬂn-d the door and looked at us with a
bvight smile on his face.

“Thisis as it shovld be.” said he. “Fan-
ny, I shall kiss mother firat, this time.”

And he put his srms  around us both,
But Fanny gave a little scream.

“Oh! Gregory,” she cried, “what are
you about? This s Mrs. Switzer, who is
muking A At Jeast, 1—1 have
thoughbt so all dav.” For, you see, | had
burst out langhing, and bad kissed Greg-
ory back and then kissed her. “My
dear,” said I, “I've played a little trick
on you, or rather, let you play one on
yourself, but you've turned out as good
as gold, T couldn’t get you to say a word
wauivstthe old lady. I sm Gregory's
mother, my dear, and yours,too, if you'll
call me r-ll."' : - :

“Indeed I will,” said the dear pirl;
‘but V've kept you sewing hard all day.
l‘('nu see¢ | expected a Mrs. Switaer, and

“We've been all the more socisble for
that, my dear,” 1 said, “and I am glad
it happened. 1've been very foolish all
this while, and Gregory has chosen a
better wife for bimself than I could
have done.”

And g0 I think to this day, for I be-
lieve therm never was a betier woman
born than Gregory’s wife, Funny.

THLE COMET.

my dress,

[Bill Nye, in Detroit Free Press.]

The comet is a kind of astronomical
parody on the planet. Comets look some
like planets but they are thinner and do
not burt so hard when they hit anybody
as & planet does. The comet was so
called because it had hair on it, [ be-
lieve, but late years the bald-headed
comet is giving just as good satisfaction
everywhere,

The characteristic features of the
comet are: A nucleus, a neoulouvs
light or coma, and ususlly a laminous
train or tail worn bhigh, Sometimes
several tails are obeerved on one comet,
but this occurs only in flush times,

When I was young I used to think 1
would like to be a comet in the
sky, up above the world so high,
with nothing to do but loaf around
and play with the little new laid plavets
and have a good time, but now I can see
where [ was wrong. Comets also bave
their troubles, their perihelions, their
hyperbolas and their parabolas. A little
over 300 years ago Tycho Brahe discoy-
n;red that comets were extraneous to our
atmosphere, and since then times have

improved. I can see that trade is steadier
and potatoes run less to tops than tkey

did before,

Soon after that they discovered that
comets all had more or less periodicity.
Nobody knows how they gotit.  All the
astronomers had been watching them day
and night and didn’t know when they
were exposed, but there was no time to
talk and argue over the question. Thers
were two or three hundred comets sil
down with it at once. It was an ex-
citing time.

Comets sometimes live to a great age,
This shows that the night air is not =0
injurious to the health #s many people
wonld have us believe. The great comet
of 1680 is supposed to have been the one
that was noticed about the time of
Ceeaar's death, 44 B. C,, and still when
it appeured in Newton's time, seventeen
hundred years after its first grand fare-
well tour, Tke said that it was very well
preserved indeed and seemed to have re-
taioed all its faculties in good shape.
Astronomers say that the ailsof all
comets are turned from thesun. I do
not know why they do this, whether it is
etiquette among them or just a mere
habit. A late writer on astronomy said
that the substance of the nebulosity and
the tail is of almost inconceivable tenuity.
He said this and then death came to
his relief. Another writer says of the
comet and its tail that “the curvature of
the latter and the acceleration of the
periodic timein the case of Encke’s comet
indicate their being affected by & resistio
medium which has never been ubserveﬁ
to have the slightest influence on the
plavetary periods. I do not fully agree
with the eminent suthority, though he
may be right. Much fear has been the
result of the comet’s appearance ever
gince the world began, and it is as good
a thing to worry sbout as any thing I
know of. If we could get close to a comet
without frighteniog it away, we would
find that we could walk through it any
where 13 we could through the glare of
a torchlight procession, We should so
live that we will not be ashamed to
look a comet in the eye, however. Let
us pay up our newspaper subscription
and lead such lives that when the comet
striketh we will be ready.

Some worry 8 good desl about the
chances for a big comet to plow inw the
sun some dark rasiny night, and thus
bust up the whole universe, I wish that
was all I had to worry about. If any
responsible man will agree to pay my
taxes and funeral expenses, 1 will agree

rto do his worrying about the comet's

crashing into the bosom of the sun and

koockiog its daylights out. _




